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Author's Notes: 

Okay so | had this silly idea for quite a while, and finally decided to get it written and posted, hope you all enjoy 
it :) mostly based this idea around this picture | came across a while back 
htps://T8mediatumblr.com/685985b 10f8ddacbc4ed353b 1f58292d/tumblr_ployb4 1QbIvr fqqdol_I280 png idk the 
idea of Kirk playing video games | find hilarious.. 


comments and questions most appreciated thank you! :) 


You know that feeling you get, when you're in between being unconscious and awake. Where you turn over in 
your sleep, you're conscious for a few moments, then falling into a deep sleep once again Well that's what 
James plans were on this late Sunday night after a gig. 


However a few loud thumps kept him awake. 


James eyes squinted at the nightstand digital clock. 


It was after 3am. 

The fluorescent red glow seemed to make James get a slight headache for staring at it too long. 
James heard something like muffled voices, then more thumping. 

The fuck?.. 

James grunted under his breath, "fucking seriously?" 

James remembered he was next to Kirk's room. 

They were in some hotel staying for a couple of nights. 

Usually hotel rooms were pretty muffled out, made from concrete walls. 

So what in the hell was Kirk doing in his room to make so much damn racket?! 
James rolled over onto his back, rubbed the palms of his hands onto his eyes. 
Hoping maybe he could wait it out. 

There was a long silence after several moments, James let out a sigh of relief. 
James was about to get comfortable again, then another thump thump 

"That's it!" James sat up right. 

He stomped out of bed, and out of his room, and briefly ventured down the hall 
The hall was mostly quiet, since it seemed everyone else had the same idea of going to bed. 
Not even really thinking James banged away on Kirk's door. 

Mostly to see how his guitarist liked it. 

There still could be some noises heard through the door. 

James banged again, being annoyingly even louder. 

The noises finally stopped. 


James had his arms crossed, mostly ready to berate Kirk, whenever the fuck he opened the door. 


However James was a bit surprised when Kirk didn't answer the door and someone else did. 
‘Can | help you?" 


James still had a frown on his face, even though brief surprise showed when he seen Les standing in front of 


him. 
Les was dressed in the same attire as James, t-shirt, and boxers. 


"What're you doing here, and what the hell is going on in there? Can you guys chill out, people are trying to 
sleep!" James gruffed. 


Les was leaning against the doorway, he itched his unkempt blond hair, with his dark roots showing. 


"Well is it a problem | visit a friend, not that often | get to see Kirk. As to what we're doing don't really think 


that's any of your business." Les said, with a lopsided smile on his face. 
"Well it is my business, when | can fucking hear it next door!" James jabbed a finger against Les's chest. 


Les wasn't really phased, mostly he knew James was acting out being just well.. A grumpy bear woken up from 


his hibernation 


"Guess | could suggest to Kirk to keep it down, you know how he is, he likes to be /oud" Les had a lewd smile 


on his face. 

It took James a moment to register what Les said, well the tone actually. 

A small flush may have crept on James face. 

James grimaced, "ugh keep that shit to yourselves, just-" He was cut off mid sentence. 

LES! Tell them to go away! Hurry up!" 

James and Les both seemed surprised to hear Kirk's voice calling out from inside the bedroom. 

James and Les locked eyes again. 

"Duty calls~" Les smirked, then making a suggestive gesture with his mouth and hand. 

James looked disgusted, with a deep blush on his face, with the door then promptly shutting on his face. 


James grumbled under his breath, "if they make anymore racket, I'm just gonna knock down that door, and kick 


both of their asses.." He huffed, then stomping back to his room. 
James got back to bed, it was mostly quiet finally until he heard Kirk's voice very clearly. 
"AHHHHH! Les!" 


James was about to get right out of bed, mostly to keep his threat, but stopped, since well... t was quiet now 
finally it seemed. 


One more noise, and thats it. 


The noise never came, and with James finally falling asleep. His own snoring most likely blocking out any other 


noise penetrating his ears anyways. 

"AHHHHHI Les!" Kirk yelled. 

"You missed it Les! Ugh..." Kirk groaned. 

Kirk plopped over on his bed. 

Les made it back over to the bed, having shut and locked the door. 

"What'd | miss?" He questioned, as he hopped onto the bed. 

"| got over a hundred thousand, and you missed it." Kirk huffed into a nearby pillow. 
Les watched as Kirk toss his Gameboy at the end of the bed in frustration 

Les reached over, seeing Kirk's score of 102,348 on the title screen. 

"Oh you beat your old score finally" Les chimed happily, giving Kirk's head a pat on the head. 
"But | wanted you to actually see it.." Kirk whined. 


"You could always play it again.. You know | had fun chasing after you earlier~" Les waggled his eyebrows at 


Kirk. 


Since earlier, Kirk's attention was playing the silly game, and Les wanted to mess around. Hence why James 


heard plenty of rowdy noises, of Kirk trying to escape Les's pervy hands. 
Kirk pouted, "lm too tired.. Since you never let me play my games in peace.." he huffed. 


"Come on, | was patient though~" Les cooed, as he got on top of Kirk. 


Kirk scoffed, "yeah right." 

"Just a little fun.. Honest.. You know coming helps you sleep better." Les explained. 

Kirk let out a small laugh, "you say that every time..." He shook his head. 

Kirk sighed under his breath, when Les started kissing up his neck. 

Les blindingly tossed aside the Gameboy across the room, and thankfully landed on the sofa in the room. Which 


it would be forgotten about for the rest of the right.. 


The End. 


